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THIRTEENTH  ANNUAL  MEETING. 

This  year  our  Lord  graciously  opened  the  way  for 
our  meeting  to  be  held  in  St.  Paul's  Anglican  Church. 
At  the  close  of  a  cloudless  day,  April  15th,  we  gathered 
in  His  Name,  with  hearts  full  of  praise  and  adoration. 
It  was  one  of  the  largest  meetings  in  our  history,  and 
God  caused  his  face  to  shine  upon  us.  Mr.  Craig 
presided,  Canon  Cody  led  us  in  the  devotional  excercises 
and  Mr.  Chapman  in  the  prayer  following  the  message. 
From  the  first  line  of  the  first  hymn  to  the  "  Amen  "  of 
the  benediction,  the  Lord  was  with  us  ;  and  to  His  great 
and  holy  Name  be  all  the  praise. 

E.R.y. 


Sun-Room  Nursery 


XTbe  Sbepberb  anb  the  Sbeep 


"For  thus  saith  the  Lord  God:  Behold  I,  even  I, 
will  both  search  my  sheep  and  seek  them,  out." 

''As  a  shepherd  seeketh  out  his  flock  in  the  day 
that  he  is  among  his  sheep  that  are  scattered,  so  will 
I  seek  out  my  sheep,  and  will  deliver  them  out  of  all 
places  where  they  have  been  scattered  in  the  cloudy 
and  dark  day. ' ' 

* '  I  will  feed  them  in  a  good  pasture. ' ' 

I. 

Following,  I  trust,  the  Spirit's  promptings,  I  am 
led  to  call  the  first  section  of  this  report 

^be  Sbepberb  an&  ^bc  Xoet  Sbeep 

There  is  a  picture  from  the  pen  of  an  artist,  rep- 
resenting a  group  of  sheep  crowding  together  as  » 
storm  in  its  wildest  fury  beats  against  them  upon  » 
mountain  of  snow — ''The  Lost  Sheep."  I  have  ofte» 
studied  the  picture,  but  it  is  not  a  true  one.  A  soli- 
tary sheep  in  such  a  plight  would  better  represent  the 
lost  one;  for  there  is  no  real  fellowship  in  the  sin- 
ner's life.  There  is  the  promise  of  fellowship,  the 
boast  of  it,  the  pretence  of  it.    But  the  soul  that  sins^ 

7 


Walks  alone.  And  so,  the  dear  girls  who  have  come  i  • 
me  during  the  last  thirteen  years  have  been  lonely 
•ones.  The  solitariness  in  which  a  girl  of  misfortune 
finds  herself  is  heart-breaking.  Indeed,  it  is  a  sense 
of  loneliness  before  her  fall  that  often  drives  a  poor 
girl  to  the  edge  of  the  precipice  from  which — ^no  mat- 
ter how  strenuous  her  efforts — ^she  fails  to  siecure  her 
slipping  feet.  And  so  they  have  come  dazed  with  the 
awful  blank  in  which  they  find  themselves. 

The  evidence  of  a  poor  girl 's  misfortune  appears  to 
be  the  signal  for  the  hasty  retreat  of  friends,  relatives, 
^nd  even  of  father  and  mother.  ' '  Can  a  mother  f or- 
:get?"  She  may,  and  many  a  time  she  does.  It  re- 
•quires  moral  courage  to  stand  by ;  but  the  world  needs 
moral  courage.  It  is  another  name  for  love.  And  so 
most  of  the  girls  have  come  wrapped  in  the  solitari- 
ness of  the  forsaken.  But  the  Good  Shepherd  sees 
and  hears  and  follows  after.  It  matters  not  how  cold 
and  biting  the  storm  may  be,  nor  how  rough  the  steep. 
Ahl  He  counts  not  the  blood  drops  all  the  way.  He 
cannot  be  stayed  in  His  search.  The  Father  loveth 
Him  because  He  giveth  His  life,  and  on  He  goes  into 
the  very  heart  of  the  storm.  He  hears  but  a  faint 
cry.  It  is  enough.  Love  always  finds  the  way;  and 
the  lost  sheep  is  laid  in  the  Good  Shepherd's  bosom 
and  is  solitary  nevermore. 

The  lost  sheep  is  unsheltered.  It  has  no  home.  The 
sailor  has  his  ship.  The  ship  has  her  harbor.  The 
dog  has  his  kennel.  The  bird  has  her  nest.  The 
peasant  has  his  cot.  The  queen  has  her  palace.  But 
for  the  most  part  the  girl  of  misfortune  has  nowhere. 
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And  I  have  not  in  mind  the  depraved  girl;  not  the- 
girl  who  prefers  sin  and  rejection  to  purity  and  love* 
I  refer  to  the  girl  who  does  not  love  vice,  but  who^ 
bewildered  by  a  consciousness  of  her  weakness  and  of 
her  consequent  indescribably  pitiful  plight,  would  be 
lost  to  home,  to  hope,  to. Heaven,  but  for  the  timely 
helping  hand.  Again  the  Good  Shepherd  finds  the- 
lost  one.  He  speaks  to  her  heart  in  that  voiee  like  the- 
music  of  many  waters;  speaks  of  home  and  love  and 
rest.  She  puts  her  hand  in  His  and  He  leads  on^. 
holding  her  hand.  His  sheep  shall  never  perish,  be- 
cause He  gives  unto  them  eternal  life. 

There  is  the  strayed-away  sheep,  and  there  is  the- 
dead  sheep. 

The  strayed-away  sheep !  Is  it  possible  that  any  of 
God's  children  should  have  found  it  necessary  to 
knock  at  the  door  of  Redemption  Home  and  ask  witk 
tears,  "May  I  come  in?"  I  would  not  belittle  the 
guilt ;  and  yet  I  am  coming  to  think  that  perhaps  one 
of  the  great  surprises  of  Heaven  will  be  an  awakening- 
to  a  consciousness  of  our  inverted  conception  of  sin. 
Be  that  as  it  may,  the  days  are  evil.  The  perilous 
times  are  upon  us.  Saved  and  unsaved  are  alike- 
drawn  into  the  pitfalls  everywhere  awaiting  unwary 
feet. 

I  remember  one  evening  in  our  earlier  years  as  we 
sat  together,  fewer  in  number  than  now,  when  I  ad- 
mitted a  young  girl  crushed  with  shame  and  sorrow^ 
whereupon  one  of  our  number  greeted  the  newcomer- 
with  a  pathos  explained  by  the  fact  that  three  years^ 
before  these  two  girls  had  been  converted  about  the- 
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same  time,  and  had  been  baptized  by  the  same  pastor 
on  the  same  evening.  The  heart-wound  of  the  older 
one  was  almost  incurable.  She  was  homeless,  as  most 
of  my  dear  girls  are,  but  a  vision  of  a  home  of  her 
owTi,  gilded  with  the  glow  of  a  love  in  which  she 
believed,  had  been  before  her.  But  her  fall  came,  the 
vision  of  home  faded,  and  all  that  remained  to  fill  the 
blank  was  the  sound  of  breaking  idols  and  the  taunts, 
of  Satan  as  she  mourned  over  her  sin.  One  night  I 
was  awakened,  as  I  have  often  been,  by  one  sobbings 
Going  to  this  dear  one,  I  found  her  pillow  wet  with 
tears.  I  urged  how  freely  and  lovingly  does  God  for- 
give His  wandering  ones.  But  she  replied,  "Oh!  I 
know  He  has  forgiven  me,  but  I  cannot  forgive  my- 
self."  And  this  is  the  bitterest  drop  in  the  cup  of 
the  Christian  girl  who  comes  to  the  Home. 

It  is  true  there  were  promises  of  marriage,  over- 
mastering arguments,  bewildering  entreaties,  irresist- 
ible protestations  of  so-called  love.  But  she  sinned^ 
sinned  grievously.  She  knows  it  now,  and  cannot  for- 
give herself.  The  world  knows  it,  and  will  not  forgive 
her — the  spotless  world,  forsooth !  But  another  knows, 
it,  and  we  have  already  seen  Him  "out  on  the  moun- 
tains wild  and  bare"  in  search  of  this  very  lost  sheep. 

Out  of  more  than  two  hundred  girls  whom  I  have 
had  the  sad  joy  of  mothering,  thirty-five  have  been 
not  only  professing  Christians,  but  have  given  every^ 
evidence  of  having  been  born  again.  In  my  too-often.- 
blundering  way  I  seek  to  love  back  to  assurance  and 
comfort  through  the  Word  each  Christian  girl,  and 
I  leave  her  weakness  with  a  Judge  from  whose  eye 
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there  is  no  beam  to  be  cast  out,  as  He  deals  with  t 
mote  in  her  eye. 

But  there  are  so  many  dead  sheep  for  whom  He 
gave  His  life  and  to  whom  He  is  waiting  to  give  life. 
For  these,  more  particuraly,  perhaps,  the  Home 
stands. 

Following  our  risen  Head,  we  enter  by  faith  the 
most  holy  place.  The  Sheckinah  glory  surrounds  us. 
The  vision  is  one  of  radiance.  The  song  is  one  of 
triumph.  But  even  when  the  vision  is  brightest ;  even 
when  the  song  is  highest,  faith  and  love  bow  to  kiss 
five  bleeding  wounds.  Back  to  Calvary,  beloved! 
Back  to  Calvary! 

Long  before  I  knew  that  God  would  use  my  humble 
testimony  to  His  faithfulness  in  answering  prayer; 
long  before  a  vision  of  the  green  pastures  of  a  so- 
called  faith-life  began  to  break,  there  was  in  my  heart 
an  intense  desire  to  give  to  lost  women  and  girls  the 
gospel  of  God's  grace.  And  to-night  the  desire  is  as 
intense  as  it  ever  was. 

**0h!  if  one  soul  from  An  worth 
Meet  me  at  God's  right  hand, 
My  Heav'n  will  be  two  Heav'ns 
In  Immanuel's  Land." 

The  magnitude  of  the  grace  that  embraces  all;  the 
infinity  of  the  love  bestowed  upon  all ;  the  omnipotence 
of  the  power  that  saves  all,  grow  upon  one  until  the 
contemplation  is  almost  overwhelming.  Well  may  we 
-cry,  Back  to  Calvary !  ^  ^ 

For  thirteen  years  this  glorious  gospel  of  grace  has 
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■  ■"^'  proclaimed  within  the  walls  of  our  Home,  not 
by  the  one  who  stands  before  you  to-night,  but 
by  every  child  of  God  who  in  any  way  aids  in  the 
maintenance  of  the  work.  And  may  the  incomparable 
joy  of  winning  souls  return  to  your  own  hearts. 

The  first  young  woman  to  become  a  mother  in  our 
Home  was  the  first,  as  far  as  has  been  given  me  to 
know,  to  pass  from  spiritual  death  to  spiritual  life. 
She  was  a  school  teacher  of  special  capability,  but 
needed  a  home  and  Christian  love  as  much  as  those 
less  favored.  For  years  she  had  built  her  house  on 
sinking  sand,  resting  upon  carefully  observed  ordin- 
ances and  works  of  righteousness  of  her  own.  Her 
fall  came,  and  with  it  the  revelation  of  her  soul's  great 
need.  When  God  had  brought  her  through  the  deep 
waters,  endowed  her  with  a  dominant  faith,  and  placed 
her  in  a  happy  home  of  her  own,  she  wrote  that  she 
•could  thank  God  for  her  fall,  believing  that  in  no 
other  way  would  she  have  found  her  Saviour.  She 
is  teaching  her  daughter  to  trust,  and  my  heart  has 
been  made  glad  to  read  of  this  child's  answers  to 
prayer. 

I  do  not  number  those  who  profess  to  accept  Christ. 
The  Father  knows.  It  is  seldom  that  a  girl  leaves  the 
Home  without  having  declared  her  faith  in  the  Son  of 
God  as  a  personal  Saviour.  ]\Iany  are  weak  and  stum- 
bling babes  in  Christ,  but  it  takes  so  little  faith  to  save 
a  soul  when  that  faith  is  fixed  upon  ''the  Lamb  of 
God  who  taketh  away  the  sin  of  the  world." 

In  answer  to  prayer  the  Holy  Spirit  does  His  work 
of  convicting  of  sin.     One  morning  I  missed  a  dear 
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girl  from  her  usual  task,  and  going  to  the  second  fli 
I  found  her  kneeling  beside  her  bed,  sobbing  bitterly. 
I  endeavored  to  learn  the  cause  of  her  grief  and  she 
finally  exclaimed,  ' '  Oh !  I  'm  so  black ;  I  'm  so  black ! ' ' 
But  when  the  sun  had  gone  to  sleep  below  the  western 
horizon  she  was  not  black,  but  was  "whiter  than 
snow. '  * 

I  remember  another  darling  girl  who  was  found  in 
her  room  after  one  of  our  Sunday  evening  meetings, 
so  precious  to  us  all.  Another  dear  one  offered  to- 
bring  me  the  news  of  her  sorrow,  but  was  restrained 
until  the  burden  of  conviction  was  more  than  the  poor 
girl  could  bear,  and  she  cried,  "You'll  have  to  bring 
mother."  When  I  said,  "Connie,  what  is  the  mat- 
ter  ? "  she  sobbed,  ' '  My  soul !  my  soul ! ' '    But 

He  hears  and  answers  prayer 

When  a  lost  soul  comes  near  the  kingdom ; 
He  hears  and  answers  prayer 

When  a  lost  soul  longs  to  come  home. 

And  that  Sunday  night  Jesus  again  saw  of  the  travail 
of  his  soul  and  was  satisfied. 

I  remember  when  we  were  studying  Job  in  our 
Augusta  Avenue  houses.  A  dear  girl  who  had  much, 
to  fight  against — a  mere  child,  however — was  in  her 
second  year  in  the  Home.  In  one  of  our  Sunday 
evening  hours  conviction  came  to  her  so  strongly  that 
she  could  not  rest.  I  had  retired,  but  she  left  her 
room  to  come  to  me,  and  as  she  was  in  the  hall  the 
light  broke — a  light  that,  in  spite  of  many  failures 
and  defects,  grows  brighter  and  brighter.    Oh,  beloved^ 


what  is  all  that  this  world  can  give  compared  with  the 
joy  of  seing  souls  bom  from  above ! 

I  must  not  linger  here,  although  the  contemplation 
of  all  that  God  has  done  by  His  redemptive  grace 
would  move  us  to  unbroken  praise.  I  close  this  sec- 
tion of  my  report,  invoking  the  Holy  Spirit  of  God 
to  keep  before  us  the  ' '  green  hill  far  away, "  ' '  lest  we 
forget." 

II. 

Many  of  God's  children,  especially  the  dear  sisters, 
say  to  me,  ''I  would  like  to  visit  the  Home,  but  you 
are  so  far  away."  And  so  I  have  thought  that  to- 
night I  might  invite  our  friends  to  spend  a  day  or  two 
wutli  us,  *'in  my  mind's  eye,"  and  name  this  part  of 
my  message 

^be  Sbepber5  an&  Zhe  ]fol& 

If  it  is  in  winter  you  may  hear  Pearl  down  at  the 
furnaces  at  five  o'clock,  but  sleep  on  a  while  longer. 
That  noise  that  you  hear  about  six  is  Sadie  in  the 
kitchen.  She  must  work  quickly,  for  she  cares  for 
two  children  and  prepares  our  breakfast.  But  here 
she  comes  at  six-thirty  up  the  back  stairs  with  that 
awful  bell;  and  she  knows  how  to  ring  it.  Then  she 
slips  into  my  room  and  reads  to  me  my  daily  portion, 
preluded  with,  "Are  you  awake,  mother T'  Awake? 
Certainly !  Who  would  be  sleeping  at  this  hour !  The 
text  is  surely  chosen  to  meet  my  need,  and  is  as  sweet 
as  the  music  of  home  in  a  far  country.    It  is  the  musio 
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of  home.    "Thy  statutes  have  become  my  songs  in  the 
house  of  my  pilgrimage." 

Two  more  bells  are  rung,  and  everyone  hurries  to> 
the  sewing-room — babies  and  all ;  and  at  seven  o  'clock, 
we  begin  our  day  with  ''Praise  God  from  whom  all 
blessings  flow."  Sadie  and  Pearl  are  Marthas  ancJ 
must  leave  us.  Three  others  must  go  to  first  break-^ 
fast,  that  they  may  serve  in  the  nursery  and  playroom 
during  second  breakfast  hour.  Those  who  remain  en- 
gage in  the  morning  service  of  praise,  prayer  and  the 
reading  of  Old  Testament  Scriptures. 

After  breakfast  our  ways  divide.    Three  girls  go  ta 
the  laundry  the  first  half  of  the  week,  and  are  given 
a  lighter  list  for  the  second  half.     One  goes  to  the 
pantry  work,  and  if  she  dislikes  washing  dishes  her 
smile  is  not  the  kind  that  never  comes  off.    Another 
goes  to  the  dining-room  work — a  bright  list,  balanced 
with  the  sifting  of  both  range  ashes.    The  ground-floor 
girl  seizes  upon  the  best  broom  and  begins  her  work 
upon  the  down-stair  rooms.     Two  girls  hurry  to  the 
nursery,  the  ''first  girl"  looking  very  wise,  as  the  re- 
sponsibility of  the  nursery  work  rests  largely  upon 
her.     Two  others  turn  to  their  long  task  on  the  work 
of  the  sleeping-rooms.    Each  has  her  part  of  the  work,, 
and  if  right  minded,  covets  the  approval  given  her 
when    the   work    is    done.      The    girl   on    the    stairs- 
and  halls,   with  the  sifting  of   both  furnace   ashes, 
is     like     Tennyson's     brook,     "goes     on     forever," 
for     the     song,     "Mother,     I've     done     that     hall 
three  times  to-day"  is  often  sung,  set  to  music,  in 
a  minor  key.    Then  there  is  the  girl  on  the  odds  and 
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ends,  a  list  made  for  those  not  as  strong  as  some  of 
tlitir  sisters,  but  she  is  usually  strong  enough  to  take 
lier  part  in  the  much  disliked  "hanging  out  and  bring- 
ing in"  of  our  more  than  fifteen  hundred  pieces  each 
^veek  of  laundry.  One  girl  goes  to  the  playroom,  where 
she  has  a  world  of  her  own,  peopled  with  the  most 
interesting  little  women  that  can  be  found.  Beside 
attending  the  Bible  Classes,  each  girl  does  her  own 
and  her  child 's  sewing,  and  when  possible  her  share  of 
Home  sewing. 

I  must  not  forget  the  night  nurse.  This  dear  girl 
goes  on  duty  at  ten  o'clock  and  finishes  her  work  at 
six  in  the  morning.  She  watches  the  fires,  ministers  to 
any  who  may  be  ill,  prepares  babies'  food  when  neces- 
sary, attends  to  the  proper  ventilation  of  the  rooms, 
looks  to  the  windows  when  a  storm  arises,  keeps  a 
w^atchful  eye  upon  the  homes  of  the  neighborhood,  and 
gives  Sadie  a  start  with  the  breakfast.  Then  she  sleeps 
the  sweet  sleep  of  the  tired  and  faithful,  and  awakens 
at  four  for  her  walk  and  a  few  hours  of  Home  fel- 
lowship. 

And  there  is  another  list  for  the  girl  who  is  not 
timid,  especially  in  summer — the  washing  of  our  sixty- 
five  windows.  The  remaining  three  or  four  of  our 
twenty  or  twenty-one  girls  are  at  work  in  the  sewing- 
room,  and  wondering  what  list  mother  will  put  them 
on  next  week,  and  just  hoping  it  will  not  be  this  or 
that.    But  it  usually  is  this  or  that. 

One  of  the  older,  faithful  girls  is  found  as  **  first 
girl"  in  the  sewing-room.  She  keeps  the  time  record 
of  those  who  come  in  from  their  house  lists ;  is  respon- 
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sible  for  the  neatness  and  order  of  the  room,  and,  with- 
Pearl,  makes  it  possible  for  me  to  cover  this  part  of 
my  work  without  outside  help.  And  so  the  weeks, 
months  and  years  go  by. 

It  all  sounds  easy,  but  it  is  not  always  easy.  The 
girls  often  have  physical  weariness  to  contend  with, 
and  the  newcomers  have  the  indifference  that  heart- 
break engenders.  The  slow  ones  are  sometimes  too 
slow ;  the  quick  are  often  too  qui^k,  and  so  in  the  mat- 
ter of  keeping  our  Home  it  is  line  upon  line,  line  upon 
line,  especially  with  brooms  and  dusters.  At  one  time 
during  the  year  I  was  almost  at  "wits'  end  corner," 
and  felt  that  I  would  have  to  ask  God  for  more  Home 
help,  but  our  Lord  carried  us  over  the  difficult  part  of 
the  way,  as  He  always  does. 

But  how  time  flies !  That  bell  is  a  call  to  ten  o  'clock 
prayer ;  for  we  must  stop  for  just  a  few  moments  and 
together  look  into  His  face  and  thank  Him  and  tell 
Him  that  we  love  Him.  He  hears  and  smiles  upon 
us.    Then  we  go  to  our  work  again  until  noon. 

Miss  Wallis  leads  the  noonday  service  and  after  our 
offering  of  praise  reads  from  the  New  Testament 
Scriptures.  The  mid-afternoon  hour  finds  the  task  of 
the  houseworkers  finished  one  by  one,  so  that  when  we 
gather  at  the  ringing  of  the  four  o'clock  bell  for 
thanksgiving  and  petition  we  are  almost  a  complete 
family  circle.  At  five  o'clock  the  mothers  hurry  away 
to  the  nursery. 

And  now  comes  ' '  orchestra  hour. ' '  Oh  dear  me !  It 
is  the  hour  for  bathing  the  babes.  Do  not  call  them 
cross.    They  are  not  cross.    They  cry  just  because  they 
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liave  not  cried  much  all  day  and  are  afraid  of  forget- 
ting how.  Five-thirty  is  rocking-chair  hour.  My  chair 
is  strong,  but  my  arms  rarely  encircle  more  than  three 
or  four  at  one  time;  although  there  is  room  in  my 
heart  for  them  all.  Six  o'clock  and  all  is  quiet.  The 
babes  are  in  their  beds,  not  to  be  taken  out  until  six 
in  the  morning. 

The  two  older  children  come  with  us  to  tea.  Before 
leaving  the  table  each  one  brings  a  Scripture  message, 
and  our  hearts  again  burn  within  us  as  we  talk  of  Him 
by  the  way. 

As  a  rule  the  girls  take  a  deep  interest  in  the  study 
of  the  Word  of  God.  It  was  during  a  sacred  hour  in 
1905,  while  I  was  sitting  beside  a  loved  one  whose  face 
was  toward  the  eternal  glory,  that  God  revealed  to  me 
His  mind  touching  the  ministry  of  the  Word  in  our 
Home.  Redemption  Home  then  became  Redemption 
Home  and  Bible  Schools.  It  is  an  old,  old  story,  ever, 
ever  new,  and  my  hope  of  all  present  and  future  good 
is  fixed  upon  the  Holy  Spirit's  regenerating  and  pur- 
ifying power  through  the  Word. 

After  tea  the  girls  sing  hymns,  sew,  write  letters  or 
talk  of  days  when  sorrow  was  unknown. 

Friday  evening  is  given  to  the  study  of  English 
poetry,  varied  sometimes  by  music  or  games.  The 
girls  appreciate  the  best,  and  ask  for  Mendelssohn  or 
Beethoven,  as  the  hour  invites. 

There  are  special  days  in  the  Home  when  our  rou- 
tine work  is  augmented.  There  is  quilt  day,  or  paint- 
ing day,  or  repairing  day  following  wearing-out  epi- 
•demics,  when  everything  seems  to  require  attention  at 
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the  same  time,  and  all  sorts  of  irregularities  must  be- 
overlooked  until  the  need  has  been  met. 

Sometimes  there  is  surgery  day,  when  the  older  girls^ 
make  haste  to  convert  my  room  into  an  operating 
room;  when  Miss  Wallis  and  I  turn  to  the  special 
ministries  that  attend  such  occasions;  when  our  sur- 
geons come  to  us,  look  wise,  speak  kindly,  do  their 
work  skilfully,  and  return  to  their  homes  larger-heart- 
ed because  of  a  kindness  done. 

Sunday  is  always  a  resurrection  day  to  us.  I  can- 
not tell  you  how  happy  I  am  on  Sunday,  with  the 
forenoon  and  the  evening  with  the  girls  and  my  Lord, 
and  the  afternoon  for  "Jesus  only."  The  first  Sun- 
day in  each  month  is  Missionary  Day,  and  a  good  day 
it  is. 

There  are  days  and  nights  of  soul  travail  when  the 
Spirit  of  God  through  the  Word  has  brought  convic- 
tion, and  when  all  else  is  of  little  account  until  the 
work  of  regeneration  has  been  done  and  peace  fills- 
the  heart. 

But  there  are  discipline  days — days  when  Satan 
worms  himself  into  our  midst  and,  like  the  coward 
that  he  is,  carries  on  his  subtle  work  in  his  own  silent,, 
slippery  way  until  a  revelation  of  his  plan  is  followed 
by  such  sharp  defeat  that  he  flies  from  the  mighty 
sword  of  the  Spirit,  before  which  sword  he  has  never 
yet  been  known  to  stand.  "We  wrestle  not  against  flesh 
and  blood,  but  against  the  spiritual  hosts  of  wicked- 
ness in  the  heavenly  places.  And  there  are  days  when 
Satan  puts  his  whole  army  in  the  field  againsf  us; 
days  when,  in  spite  of  outward  good  behaviour,  which, 
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thank  God,  for  the  most  part  characterizes  our  life,  I 
am  conscious  every  moment  that  I  am  wrestling 
against  the  unseen  hosts;  when  an  undercurrent  of 
something  that  cannot  always  be  discovered,  but  can 
be  felt,  opposes  my  progress  at  every  step ;  when  every 
word  and  every  look  must  be  studied ;  when  an  almost 
overwhelming  consciousness  that  unless  I  move  wisely 
and  almost  adroitly,  some  sort  of  storm  will  break  or 
some  kind  of  volcanic  eruption  will  occur.  Thank 
God  these  are  only  occasional  days,  but  they  are  hard- 
est on  heart  and  brain  than  all  that  can  be  crowded 
into  our  busiest  day.  When  will  this  destroyer  of 
the  sheep  be  cast  into  his  own  place  of  torment!  The 
-day  is  fast  approaching,  and  even  now  there  is  One 
who  overcomes  for  us,  for  that  Great  Shepherd  who 
was  brought  again  from  the  dead,  was  manifest  to 
destroy  the  works  of  the  Devil,  and  He  is  abundantly 
able  to  keep  that  which  we  commit  unto  Him. 

There  are  special  Home  days,  or  Home  hours,  more 
properly.  Perhaps  at  table  the  conversation  will  turn 
upon  something  tender,  something  true,  and  before  we 
know  it  the  hour  for  dinner  will  have  been  long  past. 
Or  after  tea  the  question  will  be  heard,  "Are  you 
busy,  mother?"  ''Not  particularly."  "Will  you 
play  and  sing  for  us?" 

These  are  love's  hours,  when  more  than  ever  that 
God-given  virtue  reigns  supreme  in  our  Home.  And 
so  sometimes  because  love  is  with  us,  time  is  wasted. 
"Wasted?"  Oh,  no!  Is  time  wasted  when  dew  falls 
upoli  a  flower  for  its  refreshment  and  unfolding? 
One  of  our  favorite  scriptures  is  found  in  Ezekiel, 
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'  '  :)ter  thirty -six :  "This  land  that  was  desolate  is  be- 
like the  garden  of  Eden."  May  God  give  us  all 
an  enduement  of  love,  that  the  desolate  places  may  be 
tilled ;  that  sin-broken  and  sin-crushed  hearts  may  be 
restored  to  the  beauty  and  fragrance  of  God 's  watered 
garden. 

It  has  been  a  heav}^  year  in  respect  to  mother-care. 
]\Iany  of  the  dear  girls  have  been  very  dependent,  two 
of  the  mothers  being  but  fifteen  years  of  age.  But 
there  has  been  many  a  capable,  faithful  one  who, 
although  not  named  in  this  report,  has  been  a  com- 
fort to  me,  and  whose  going  out  from  us  will  mean 
a  sad  loss  in  our  Home  activities  and  Home  fellow- 
ship. 

Each  year  there  is  Christmas  Day,  but  there  was 
never  such  a  Christmas  as  that  of  1912.  It  will  al- 
ways remain  one  of  the  greenest  spots  in  the' memory 
of  us  all.  Not  only  did  God  lavish  His  good  gifts 
upon  us,  but  the  tide  of  our  Home  joy  was  at  the  full. 
The  girls  had  a  glad  surprise  for  me,  and  the  conven- 
tions and  mothers'  meetings  that  that  surprise  occa- 
sioned were  without  number.  And  they  had  surprises 
for  each  other,  and  God  gave  us  the  joy  of  distribut- 
ing in  a  measure  to  those  not  blessed  as  we  are. 

The  glad  day  broke,  and  with  the  first  line  of  light 
dear  "Wawa"  hurried  to  my  room  and  bed.  Then 
came  three  or  four  girls  and  children  with  greetings, 
of  love.  But  a  still  greater  joy  came  into  my  heart 
as  in  the  purple  twilight  of  the  early  dawn  there  came 
from  without  my  door  the  sweet  strains  of 
**  Angels  from  the  realms  of  glory, 

Wing  your  flight  o  'er  all  the  earth ; 
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Ye  who  sang  creation's  story 
Now  proclaim  Messiah's  birth." 

I  was  not  expecting  to  hear  the  singing,  and  it 
seemed  like  a  chorus  of  angels.  It  was  my  girls.  Oh, 
liow  I  loved  them  then !  Do  not  talk  to  me  about  the 
l)ird  with  a  broken  pinion.  There  are  no  broken  pin- 
ions in  the  realm  of  grace.  And  may  the  memory  of 
the  music  of  that  Christmas  morning  ever  remind  me, 
-as  I  walk  among  my  so-called  fallen  girls,  that  "the 
blood  of  Jesus  Christ,  His  Son,  cleanseth  from  all 
«in." 

The  years  come  and  go,  and  I  begin  to  see,  although 
-dimly,  the  pattern  that  our  loving  Heavenly  Father 
is  weaving.  How  blindly  I  followed  on  when  I  first 
heard  His  call,  thirteen  years  ago!  I  knew  that  He 
is  love.  ,1  knew  that  nothing  is  impossible  to  Him. 
But  my  eyes  were  on  the  lowlands,  and  the  perspec- 
tive of  years  held  no  such  vision  as  that  which  bursts 
upon  the  eye  of  faith  as  to-day  I  pause  to  consider 
what  Grod  hath  wrought. 

My  hope  that  our  life  should  always  be  a  family 
life  is  being  realized.  Last  summer  dear  ones  of  the 
Prayer  Circle  with  my  own  loved  ones  were  used  of 
Ood  to  give  me  a  trip  to  the  Rocky  Mountains,  and  a 
precious  visit  with  those  who  are  as  dear  to  me  as 
my  own  life.  It  was  my  first  absolute  rest  in  twelve 
years;  and  although  much  worn  in  body,  it  was  not 
the  thought  of  the  rest  and  of  seeing  a  magnificent 
-country  that  was  uppermost  in  my  mind — it  was  the 
thought  that  at  last  I  was  going  home.    '"Home!" — 
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a  type  of  that  prepared  place  to  which  the  pilg-rim 
turns  with  longing  heart :  the  place  of  love,  of  service, 
of  rest,  of  fellowship,  of  joy!  The  meaning  of 
*'home"  unfolds  with  the  passing  years,  which  I  fain 
would  stay  in  their  rapid  flight,  that  I  may  teach  my 
girls  of  ^'home." 

The  most  essential  element  in  a  true  home  is  love, 
and  God  has  not  withheld  it  from  us.  This  poor 
world  of  ours  needs  love — not  wealth,  not  scholarship, 
not  genius — but  love.  Beloved,  love  someone;  and  if 
you  have  no  one  to  love,  love  everyone. 

We  have  always  been  a  family  circle,  but  for  years 
I  have  looked  upon  my  girls,  wondering  who  among 
them  would  be  a  Ruth,  and  I  think  I  already  hear  the 
unsung  song  in  the  life  of  at  least  two  whose  words 
and  ways  of  devotion  speak  so  plainly,  '' Entreat  me 
not  to  leave  thee,  nor  to  return  from  following  after 
thee."  I  do  not  merit  it.  My  ministry  has  never 
attained  to  my  own  ideal,  then  how  infinitely  far  be- 
low our  Lord 's  standard  must  it  have  come !  But  ever 
and  ever  grace  abounds,  and  I  am  not  left  childless. 

Dear  Pearl  was  only  sixteen  when  she  came  to  me. 
She  is  now  in  her  twenty-second  year.  Dear  Sadie 
came  a  few  months  later  and  is  four  years  older. 
These  two  girls  have  no  horizon  beyond  the  Home  and 
that  which  pertains  to  it,  and  yet  their  world  is  a  large 
one.  They  are  girls,  and  need  instructing  and  direct- 
ing, and  sometimes  reproving.  But  they  are  true 
daughters  and  real  helpers,  and  cause  many  a  flower 
to  bloom  in  my  pathway. 

Sadie  is  our  Martha.    She  prepares  the  babes'  food, 
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consults  with  me  regarding  the  preparation  of  the 
meals,  does  the  cooking,  the  work  of  the  kitchen  and 
range,  carries  the  burden  of  the  drying  of  the  clothes, 
sorts  and  puts  them  away  w^hen  laundried,  answers 
the  door,  rings  the  bells  at  the  regulation  hours,  sees 
that  lights  are  out  at  ten  o'clock,  and  turns  to  her 
room,  tired. 

Pearl  is  our  lightning  express.  She  rushes  past 
Sadie  now  and  then  on  some  side  line,  but  there  comes 
a  pause,  and  the  steady  main  liner  steams  into  the 
station  side  by  side  with  the  lightning  express.  Pearl 
is  our  furnace  man  in  winter,  gardener  in  summer, 
does  the  bujdng,  the  bank,  and  other  business,  errands ; 
is  emergency  help  in  the  medical  work,  telephone  girl, 
takes  most  of  the  trips  to  the  Union  Station  to  meet 
those  who  come  to  us  by  train,  lends  a  hand  in  the 
sewing-room,  gives  Sadie  a  rest  occasionally  in  her 
monotonous  and  often  heavy  work,  and  answers  a  hun- 
dred calls  answered  by  no  one  else,  until  too  tired  to 
answer  more. 

Beside  sewing  for  themselves  and  their  own  little 
girls,  five  years  of  age,  Sadie  and  Pearl  care  for  and 
love  an  adopted  child  each,  and  are  rewarded  with  all 
the  child-lov«  of  the  little  ones  in  return.  The  dear 
girls  who  leave  us  take  their  babes  with  them,  and  it 
means  to  love  and  then  to  lose.  So  we  have  adopted 
three  little  ones.  The  third  one  was  like  Topsy — 
' '  growed  up  in  the  corn. ' '  She  was  eighteen  days  old 
when  I  first  saw  her  as  a  manly  ofiicial  leaned  over 
her ;  and  I  coveted  her  then  for  our  Home  and  the 
Lord.     We  feel  that  we  are  in  every  way  richer  be- 
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cause  of  these  three  little  dnes  to  whom  our  arms  are 
open. 

Through  the  blessing  of  God  we  have  but  little 
serious  illness  in  our  Home,  and  yet  I  am  continually 
thankful  for  the  pair  of  willing  hands  that  dear  Miss 
"Wallis  brought  me  in  October,  1911.  It  has  been  a 
year  and  a  half  of  sweet,  unbroken  fellowship.  From 
the  day  of  her  coming  the  Christlike  spirit  and  ex- 
ample of  our  nurse  ' '  Wawa ' '  have  made  her  a  sort  of 
daily  sunrise  in  our  Home.  Our  life  would  be  one 
of  unbearable  depression  but  for  the  joy  of  the  Lord, 
and  Miss  Wallis'  glad  note  of  victory,  cheerful  min- 
istry and  sunny  smile,  are  more  to  me  than  wealth 
untold. 

And  so  with  our  Home  circle  complete,  with  the 
organized  Prayer  Circle  to  hold  up  our  hands,  with 
the  brethren  of  the  Circle  as  Trustees  of  our  dear 
Home,  with  the  larger  praying  band  to  carry  us  also 
on  their  hearts,  with  our  builder  and  medical  staff 
still  faithful,  good  neighbors  still  good,  old  friends 
still  true,  new  friends  raised  up,  and  the  Shepherd 
of  the  sheep  slumbering  not,  we  continue  our  pilgrim 
walk  to  those  other  pastures  of  eternal  verdure. 

It  is  not  necessary  for  me  to  remind  those  present 
that  the  children  keep  the  music  awake  in  our  hearts. 
My  hopes  are  large  for  our  children.  Of  our  three 
adopted  ones,  two  are  yet  young  babes.  The  third  is 
now  three  years  of  age  and  finds  her  mate  in  the  three- 
year-old  daughter  of  one  of  our  very  young  mothers. 
Then  we  have  the  five-year-old  daughters  of  Pearl  and 
Sadie.     And  many  a  time  during  the  two  years  of 

27 


weariness  preceding  my  vacation,  when  I  felt  that  I 
would  fall  in  the  harness,  the  thought  of  these  two 
little  girls  gave  me  strength  and  courage.  I  pray,  if 
Ood  will,  that  I  may  live  to  see  our  children  grow  to 
womanhood.  We  love  them,  and  believe  that  God  has 
His  very  best  for  them. 

The  babes  who  leave  the  Home  with  their  mothers 
are  not  forgotten.  Many  a  time  when  there  comes  a 
pause  in  the  day's  strenuous  activities  my  thoughts 
take  an  excursion  here  and  there  to  the  little  ones 
whose  soft  cheeks  I  have  once  pressed  to  my  own. 
How  gladly  would  I  have  sheltered  them  all  from  the 
bleak  winds  of  this  cold  world. 

' '  0  little  feet !  that  such  long  years 
Must  wander  on  through  hopes  and  fears. 

Must  ache  and  bleed  beneath  your  load; 
I,  nearer  to  the  wayside  inn, 
AVhere  toil  shall  cease  and  rest  begin, 

Am  weary,  thinking  of  your  road." 

"What  is  there  in  a  babe  whose  cooing  caress  makes 
the  eye  moist  and  the  heart  swell  with  an  undefinable 
motion?    There  is  something. 

I  cannot  foresee  the  future  of  our  little  ones.  If 
our  Lord  tarry,  I  shall  probably  not  live  to  know 
whether  the  path  of  each  has  been  smooth  or  rough. 
But  with  confidence  I  can  leave  them  with  that  loving 
Shepherd  who  carries  the  lambs  in  His  bosom. 
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III. 

I  have  now  come  to  the  third  and  last  part  of  my 
message  to-night — 

^be  Sbepbei&  anb  (Brcen  paeturce^ 

When  the  tide  of  his  genius  was  at  the  full,  Robert 
Burns  wrote: — 

''Or  were  I  in  the  wildest  waste, 

Sae  bleak  and  bare,  sae  bleak  and  bare, 
The  desert  were  a  paradise, 

If  thou  wert  there,  if  thou  wert  there." 

This  and  like  fragments  of  some  one's  sweet  sing^ 
ing  pass  our  ears  now  and  then  on  our  pilgrim  way^ 
And  there  are  such  paradises;  but  they  are  as  the 
ripple  to  the  ocean,  as  the  sunbeam  to  the  sun,  com- 
pared with  the  green  pastures  in  which  walks  that 
adorable  One,  the  Son  of  God.  And  these  pastures^ 
too,  are  sometimes  found  in  "the  wildest  waste,  sae 
bleak  and  bare."  The  taper  burns  low,  but  above 
those  mountains  that  garrison  the  gates  of  day,  behold 
the  rising  sun ! 

I  sometimes  fear  lest  the  dear  ones  who  meet  withi 
us  from  year  to  year  should  grow  weary  of  my  fre- 
quent references  to  the  beginning  of  the  work.  But 
each  year  the  contrast  is  sharper,  and  as  I  look*  back 
from  the  uplands  it  is  not  easy  to  refrain  from  ex-^ 
claiming : — 

*'Thou  hast  girded  me  with  gladness,  to  the  end: 
that  my  glory  may  sing  praise  to  Thee,  and  not  be.- 
silent." 
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The  contrast  grows  sharper;  and  to-night  as  I  look 
into  the  faces  of  many  whose  hearts  are  waiting  to 
respond  to  every  note  of  praise  from  my  lips  of  clay, 
1  contrast  this  hour  with  that  in  which  I  learned  that 
God  had  called  me  to  a  life  of  trust.  I  had  said  that 
if  the  Ministerial  Association  of  Toronto  did  not  feel 
led  to  ask  the  churahes  to  fellowship  with  me  in  this 
work,  I  would  take  it  as  God's  voice  to  me  to  go  on 
■Blone  and  trust  Him  to  supply  all  my  need.  But  when 
the  word  came  for  me  to  follow  the  Lord 's  leading  and 
be  assured  of  the  prayers  of  God's  people,  I  felt  that 
the  chair  in  w^hich  I  was  sitting  would  surely  let  me 
fall  to  the  ground.  I  had  made  my  vow,  but  where 
"was  the  strength  to  fulfil  it?  I  had  refused  to  read 
the  life  of  George  MuUer,  fearing  that  I  might  be 
called  through  it  to  a  life  of  faith,  and  now  in  fear 
and  trembling  I  faced  a  future  emptied  of  everything 
but  the  promises  of  God.  I  shall  never  forget  that 
hour.    But,  blessed  be  God — 

''My  help  cometh  from  the  Lord  which  made 
heaven  and  earth.  He  will  not  suffer  my  foot  to  be 
moved.     He  that  keepeth  me  will  not  slumber." 

The  close  of  seven  months  of  waiting  upon  God 
brought  me  to  that  memorable  day — May  8th,  1900 — 
when  without  a  public  meeting,  without  a  Prayer 
Circle,  without  a  bank  account,  without  a  pledge  of 
support  from  anyone  on  this  earth,  with  but  a  key  to. 
open  the  door  of  an  empty  house,  and  a  key  to  unlock 
the  bank  of  Heaven,  Redemption  Home  was  opened. 

Let  me  refer  to  my  first  answer  to  prayer  in  Re- 
demption Home.    My  dear  friend  Mrs.  Wilkinson  had 


givou  me  a  bed,  a  table,  a  few  dishes,  and  had  loaned, 
me  three  chairs  and  a  stove.  I  was  never  a  timid 
woman.  My  darling  twin  sister  wrote  to  me  in  a. 
recent  birthday  letter:  "You  always  walked  on  the 
windy  side."  But,  beloved,  I  must  confess  that  it- 
seemed  to  be  all  windy  side  that  dark,  rainy  night.  I 
had  prayed  so  earnestly  that  God  would  not  have  me 
to  remain  all  alone  in  the  house.  All  day  I  looked  for 
an  answer  to  my  prayer.  In  the  evening  the  silence 
became  so  oppressive  that  at  nine  o'clock,  leaning 
hard  on  the  Arm  unseen,  I  took  the  small  lamp  in  my 
hand  and  turned  to  go  upstairs.  Just  then  the  door- 
bell rang,  and  my  good  neighbor  exclaimed:  "The 
twins  cannot  go  to  sleep  for  thinking  how  lonely  Mrs. 
York  must  be. ' '  The  twins  were  ten  years  of  age  and 
were  as  bright  as  a  midsummer  sunbeam,  and  every 
night  for  two  weeks  one  of  these  little  ones  broke  the 
stillness  of  my  new  home.  Thus  was  He  who  watches 
over  slumbering  not  from  the  first  day  of  the  new 
life,  and  still  He  slumbers  not. 

Three  years  of  rapid  growth  in  the  first  house  were 
followed  by  eight  years  of  growth  and  blessing  in  our 
Augusta  Avenue  houses ;  and  then  came  the  day  of  all 
days,  when  we  moved  to  our  splendid  new  home  in, 
Earlscourt,  where  the  light  that  fell  upon  us  that, 
glad  May  day,  1911,  shines  even  more  brightly  to-day 
as  the  Alpha  and  Omega,    ' '  with    wool-white    hair> . 
eternally  the  same, ' '  still   walks   amidst   His  golden  . 
candlesticks. 

The  year  just  closing  has  brought  us  more  blessing, . 
materially  and  spiritually,  than  has  any  previous  yeac 
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of  our  history.  From  September  the  first  until  the 
writing  of  this  paragraph  we  have  known  nothing  that 
can  be  called  a  test.  But  in  contrast  to  this  my 
thoughts  go  back  to  last  August,  when  God  dealt  with 
us  as  He  did  with  Hezekiah — left  us  to  try  us,  that 
He  might  know  all  that  was  in  our  hearts. 

The  test  begun  in  the  summer  continued  with  in- 
icreasing  severity  during  the  whole  month.  On  the 
14th  I  wrote,  "Far  behind  in  finances;  perplexed  to 
know  Grod's  teaching  and  leading."  But  that  the 
burden  might  not  be  too  heavy,  I  find  that  my  mes- 
sage for  that  day  was,  "Your  Father  knoweth  that 
ye  have  need  of  these  things." 

The  days  passed  with  just  enough  food  to  keep  us 
from  suffering,  and  many  a  longing  there  was  for  a 
good  square  meal. 

On  August  16th  I  had  an  obligation  to  meet  that 
could  not  possibly  be  set  aside.  It  looked  dark,  but 
the  first  mail  brought  me  $22,  sufficient  for  my  need. 
* '  Your  Father  knoweth. ' ' 

On  the  19th  I  had  just  one  cent  in  the  house  and  a 
family  of  over  forty  to  care  for.  I  had  my  usual 
season  with  the  Lord,  and  then  began  to  look  for 
deliverance.  One  of  God's  dear  ones  called  and  re- 
hearsed to  me  her  experience.  She  had  put  away  $2 
in  a  small  box  for  the  Lord.  On  that  day  she  was  in 
sorrow,  and  said :  "  I  '11  go  to  ]\Irs.  York,  and  take  her 
also  that  $2."  But  she  found  that  she  had  lost  the 
key  of  the  little  box.  Then  she  prayed  God  to  help 
her  find  the  key  if  He  intended  the  money  to  go  to 
us.    And  He  who  notes  the  sparrow 's  fall  led  the  way; 
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to  the  lost  key,  and  the  dear  saint  and  I  praised  God 
together.  It  was,  also,  the  drops  before  a  shower  that 
God  sent  us  on  that  day. 

But  slowly  and  wearily  did  those  August  days  move 
by.  On  the  23rd  I  determined  to  telephone  to  the 
Treasurer  of  our  Building  Fund  and  say  that  I  would 
have  to  borrow  a  little  from  that  treasury,  which  is 
separate  from  our  own  for  current  expenses.  The 
girls  were  standing  heroically,  but  we  did  need  food. 
I  telephoned.  The  man  of  God  was  out;  and  before 
I  had  time  to  grieve  the  Spirit  by  a  murmur,  the 
Lord  sent  us  $5. 

Even  in  August  there  was  here  and  there  a  green 
pasture  in  the  wild  w^aste.  Many  a  time  when  I  felt 
that  I  could  not  go  a  step  farther  I  looked  up  to  see 
Jesus  beside  me.  How  radiant  was  the  light  of  that 
countenance,  as  stars  are  best  seen  when  the  night  is 
darkest ! 

The  days  passed.  There  were  several  large  bills  to 
be  paid,  and  scarcely  enough  coming  in  for  our  daily^ 
food.  At  one  time  our  diet  for  three  days  was  bread 
and  lettuce  leaves.  At  another  time  for  three  days  it 
was  bread  without  the  lettuce  leaves.  The  girls 
spoke  not  one  murmuring  word,  but  I  knew  that  they 
w^ondered.  The  mental  strain  was  intense.  The 
strength  that  I  had  gained  while  with  my  own  family^ 
who  had  forced  upon  me  everything  that  love  could 
suggest,  was  fast  slipping  away  from  me.  Miss  Wallis,. 
Sadie,  Pearl  and  I  talked  it  all  over,  and  I  decided 
that  I  would  ask  the  Prayer  Circle  to  join  me  in 
prayer,  that  the  Lord  would  show  me  an  easier  way» 
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if  according  to  His  will.  I  reasoned  that  perhaps  now 
that  the  work  was  enlarged  and  that  there  was  a 
greater  demand  upon  my  time  and  strength  in  every- 
way, and  since  I  was  not  growing  younger  and 
"Stronger,  it  might  be  the  Lord's  mind  for  me  not  to 
look  to  Him  only  for  the  supply  of  our  daily  need. 
We  met  as  a  Circle,  and  I  told  my  story.  But  the 
glory  light  that  is  always  around  us  was  missing.  We 
knelt  to  pray.  The  heavens  opened,  and  with  the  first 
glimpse  of  the  Sheckinah  glory  my  covenant  was  re- 
newed. When  we  arose  from  our  knees  the  clouds  that 
had  banked  the  horizon  had  all  disappeared,  and  there 
was  light. 

Oh,  greenest  of  all  green  pastures,  when  at  the  end 
x)f  a  rough  and  cloudy  way  there  is  found  the  Shep- 
herd of  the  sheep  with  the  table  of  good  things,  the 
anointing  oil  and  the  overrunning  cup  prepared,  while 
here  and  there  among  the  verdant  beds  run  the  deep 
>rivers  of  peace ! 

And  the  rivers  run  deep  to  this  day.  I  had  not 
taken  my  hand  from  His,  but  He  felt  it  slipping ;  and 
with  the  pressure  of  infinite  love  He  clasped  it  more 
ifirmly  than  before — the  Great,  the  Forgiving  Shep- 
herd. 

Thus  again  did  the  wild  waste  become  a  paradise. 
Following  that  memorable  meeting  of  our  Prayer 
Circle,  we  have  spent  the  most  blessed  winter  in  the 
history  of  the  Home.  Love  has  been  supreme.  And 
not  only  has  our  Grod  supplied  all  our  daily  need,  but 
I  was  soon  able  to  cover  a  deficit  in  general  current 
expenses  of  about  $300,  beside  paying  $248  into  our 
Building  Fund  treasury. 
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' '  0  magnify  the  Lord  with  me,  and  let  lis  exalt  His 
name  together." 

It  is  customary  for  me  to  give  to  this  meeting  a 
rehearsal  of  at  least  a  few  answers  to  prayer  vouch- 
safed to  us  during  the  year. 

September  3rd  found  us  with  an  empty  treasury 
and  an  empty  larder.  It  was  a  holiday,  and  the  one- 
mail  that  day  brought  me  an  account  to  be  paid.  But 
a  new  friend  brought  us  $10.  My  message  that  day 
was,  "This  is  the  way;  walk  ye  in  it."  It  is  a  good 
way,  beloved. 

September  5th  was  concert  night,  and  we  expected 
two  visitors  for  tea.  I  had  nothing  to  put  before 
them,  but  our  Father  knew,  and  sent  us  fruit,  buns^ 
butter,  cheese,  and  seven  bouquets  of  exquisite  flowers^ 

On  September  7th  I  needed  money  very  badly  and 
in  answer  to  prayer  our  Lord  sent  $50.  I  said  ta 
the  girls  that  we  would  be  satisfied  with  a  light  lunch, 
and  I  would  pay  out  the  $50.  But  wait !  Here  is  a 
letter  from  Africa,  with  a  Canadian  bank  note  en- 
closed. This  is  for  food.  Oh,  the  tender  watchful- 
ness of  the  Shepherd  who  knows  every  need. 

Those  September  days  were  very  bright  ones,  aa 
nearly  all  have  been  since  the  renewal  of  my  covenant. 

On  September  25th  I  was  in  need,  for  a  definite 
purpose  each,  of  $2  and  $5  and  $10.  After  putting; 
the  matter  before  the  Lord  I  went  to  a  church  to  give- 
a  message.  Our  need  was  known  to  no  one  but  God ; 
but  that  afternoon  He  gave  me  the  $2,  and  before 
I  left  the  church  I  received  $15.    It  was  a  short  way 
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to  Earlscourt  that  afternoon.  I  breathed  the  breath 
of  roses,  and  heard  the  music  of  brooks  and  birds. 

Gladys  and  Beatrice  had  been  promised  meat  when 
five  years  of  age.  October  1st  was  the  day  appointed 
for  the  great  event.  The  day  arrived,  but  not  the 
meat.  Everyone  was  thankful  for  a  good  dinner  with- 
out meat,  and  I  told  the  children  that  the  Lord  would 
send  it  for  supper.  He  did;  and  one  of  the  little 
girls  seeing  before  her  the  desire  of  her  eyes,  exclaim- 
ed: ''Mamma  York  said  that  Jesus  would  send  meat 
for  tea." 

On  October  4th  my  special  portion  from  the  Word 
"was,  "All  things  whatsoever  ye  shall  ask  in  prayer, 
believing,  ye  shall  receive."  We  were  honored  that 
day  with  a  visit  from  dear  Miss  Hatch,  of  India.  The 
Jjord  looked  into  our  empty  treasury  and  sent  us  a 
contribution  from  an  out-going  missionary  to  Africa, 
with  the  message,  ''My.  God  shall  supply  all  your 
need  according  to  His  riches  in  glory  in  Christ  Jesus. '  * 
And  He  did  thus  supply.  We  wished  to  make  the 
evening  bright  for  our  honored  and  loved  guest,  and 
■when  Marie  arranged  the  programme  for  the  enter- 
tainment she  added  rather  doubtfully,  "Refresh- 
ments." Without  her  knowledge  the  Lord  had  sent 
two  baskets  of  fresh  fruit  for  refreshments. 

Every  day  has  been  a  day  of  good  things.  I  must 
except  a  few  days  in  March  when,  however,  we  knew 
the  cause  of  the  leanness. 

On  October  15th  I  made  definite  prayer  for  the  re- 
moval of  the  debt  upon  our  property,  and  for  the  pur- 
chase of  the  lot  north  of  us.     In  the  afternoon  the 
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Lord  sent  me  an  earnest  of  this  future  blessing,  and 
He  will  perfect  that  which  He  has  begun. 

Day  by  day  the  manna  fell.  November  9th  was  a 
great  house  day.  It  was  grand.  We  love  such  days. 
The  Lord  sent  us  $50  in  the  forenoon,  but  no  one  was 
ready  to  stop  work  to  do  any  cooking,  so  there  came 
a  large  basket  full  of  cold  ham,  creamed  potatoes 
ready  for  the  oven,  buns,  butter  and  celery.  "Delight 
thyself  in  the  Lord  and  He  shall  give  thee  the  desires 
of  thy  heart." 

On  November  30th  we  were  papering  our  forty- 
eight-feet-long  playroom.  It  was  a  piece  of  rush  work, 
but  I  said,  ' '  Girls,  we  must  stop  and  ask  the  Lord  for 
our  supper."  Before  we  could  get  to  our  knees  our 
Father  sent  us  $12.  "Before  they  call  I  will  an- 
swer. " 

One  day  with  but  one  cent  in  our  treasury  and  the 
postman  having  made  his  last  call  for  the  day,  we  con- 
tinued to  look  to  the  Lord  for  the  supply  of  pur  need. 
During  the  day  a  man  of  God  in  another  part  of  the 
city  read,  "Whatsoever  ye  ask  in  my  name,  that  will 
I  do."  He  thought  of  us,  and  hurried  to  the  Home 
with  $5,  just  in  time  to  furnish  our  table  with  neces- 
sary food.  "My  covenant  will  I  not  break,  nor  alter 
the  thing  that  has  gone  out  of  my  lips." 

One  morning  in  February  I  asked  our  Father  for 
at  least  $25.  I  pleaded  His  own  Word:  "Although 
the  fig  tree  shall  not  blossom,  neither  shall  fruit  be  in 
the  vines;  the  labor  of  the  olive  shall  fail,  and  the 
fields  shall  yield  no  meat;  the  flocks  shall  be  cut  oflP 
from  the  fold,  and  there  shall  be  no  herd  in  the  stalls, 
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yet  will  I  rejoice  in  the  Lord."  I  reminded  our 
Father  that  there  was  no  blossom  on  the  fig  tree,  no 
fruit  in  the  field,  but  that  I  did  rejoice  in  His  faith- 
fulness.    The  first  mail  brought  me,  not  $25,  but  $50. 

I  have  referred  to  a  season  of  leanness  in  March. 
For  some  days  God  had  been  pressing  me,  I  felt,  to 
make  a  change  in  the  personnel  of  my  household.  It 
seemed  a  hard  thing  to  do  where  love  rules ;  but  finally 
our  supplies  were  withheld  absolutely  for  days,  al- 
though we  were  not  entirely  without  food.  The 
change  was  made,  and  the  atmosphere  cleared  at  once. 
The  next  morning  I  pleaded  before  God  the  Word 
that  He  gave  me,  and  I  told  Him  that  I  would  require 
about  $70  to  cover  the  present  deficit  in  current  ex- 
penses. The  first  mail  brought  me  a  cheque  for  ex- 
actly $70.  I  saw  then,  as  never  before,  how  sensitive 
is  the  Holy  Spirit  to  the  presence  of  sin,  and  was. 
solemnized  with  the  thought  that  God's  eye  is  upon 
the  most  minute  detail  of  our  life.  I  was  reminded^ 
too,  of  the  faith  of  those  at  the  other  end  of  the  line. 
Faith  touches  faith  in  a  life  of  trust.  God  could 
make  bread  out  of  stones.  He  could  make  silver  out 
of  snowflakes.  He  could  make  gold  out  of  sunbeams. 
But  His  way  is  to  hear  the  prayer  of  faith,  and  to 
whisper  His  secret  to  some  one  in  whose  heart  He  has- 
implanted  a  corresponding  faith,  and  the  need  is  sup- 
plied. 

The  hour  has  slipped  away,  and  I  must  close.  We 
have  seen  the  Good  Shepherd  out  in  His  search  for 
the  lost  sheep.  We  have  followed  Him  over  the  stony 
and  dark  way  as  counting  not  the  blood-drops  He  has 
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pressed  on  into  the  storm,  seeking  all  that  the  Father 
giveth  Him.  And  we  have  heard  the  home-coming 
song  of  many  that  have  been  found: — ■ 

0  matchless  love !  0  matchless  love ! 
He  died  for  me  on  Calvary. 

"The  Good  Shepherd  giveth  His  life  for  the  sheep." 
We  have  seen  the  Shepherd  within  the  fold,  bring- 
ing warmth,  light,  love  and  plenty.  Every  part  of  the 
fold  gives  evidence  of  the  touch  of  His  hand.  His 
voice,  tender  with  love,  and  vibrating  with  a  music 
unknown  to  earth,  is  heard  in  every  pause  in  our  busy 
life.  0  Thou  Adorable  Shepherd !  "We  thy  poor  sheep 
would  crowd  more  closely  to  Thee  if  perchance  our 
place  may  be  found  between  His  shoulders  who 
brought  us  to  the  fold. 

And  we  have  seen  the  Shepherd  in  green  pastures. 
But  here  every  pen  fails;  nor  could  angels  to  whom 
was  unknown  the  mystery  hidden  from  all  ages,  help 
us  in  this.  The  pastures  may  be  named,  but  the  ver- 
dure must  be  seen  to  be  known.  The  waters  may  be 
described,  but  their  stillness  must  be  felt  to  be  under- 
stood. The  table  may  be  spread,  but  the  food  must 
be  tasted  to  be  realized.  The  oil  may  be  brought,  but 
its  anointing  must  be  received  if  its  power  is  to  be 
known.  The  cup  may  be  filled  to  running  over,  but 
the  sweetness  of  the  draught  is  only  for  those  who 
drink.  And  I  know  that  although  our  lives  are  di- 
verse, very  many  in  this  meeting  to-night  respond  to 
every  word  from  my  lips,  having  also  been  given  & 
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conseiousness  of  that  blessed  resurrection  life  into 
which  our  Good  Shepherd,  now  highly  exalted  because 
of  His  obedience  unto  death,  has  ushered  all  who  trust 
Him.  One  day  our  stammering  tongues  shall  be  loos- 
ened, and  our  adorable  Lord  shall  receive  the  praise 
now  waiting  for  that  supreme  day. 

Beloved,  I  bid  you  ' '  Good-night, ' '  in  the  name  and 
in  the  love  of  our  tender  Shepherd.  It  has  been  a 
blessed  year — a  blessed  thirteen  years.  And  yet,  apart 
from  all  that  has  gone  before,  I  shall  have  lived  not 
in  vain  if  but  one  shall  say,  because  of  our  meeting 
together  to-night : — 

' '  I  have  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus, 
Tell  me  not  of  aught  beside; 
I  have  seen  the  face  of  Jesus, 
All  my  soul  is  satisfied." 

> 
"Now  the  God  of  peace,  that  brought  again  from 

the  dead  our  Lord  Jesus,  that  Great  Shepherd  of  the 

sheep,  through  the  blood  of  the  everlasting  covenant, 

make  you  (us)  perfect  in  every  good  work  to  do  His 

will,  working  in  you  (us)  that  which  is  well-pleasing 

in  His  sight,  through  Jesus  Christ,  to  whom  be  glory 

forever  and  ever.     Amen." 
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TOWARD    CURRENT    EXPENSES    FROM    APRIL    25TH,     1912, 
TO    APRIL    17TH,     1913 

Ang»;s,    Mr.  R.  W $     5  00 

Atkinson,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  D.  A 10  00 

Allum,  Mrs.  T.  A    1   00 

Alrich,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Geo , 10  00 

Aikens,  Mr.  F.  T 410 

Austin,  Mrs.  J.  F ,    .      ,  .  2  00 

Austin,  Mr.  A.  W i   00 

Anderson,  Mr.  and    Mrs.  J.  O i  o  00 

Allen,  Mrs.  J.  Thompson i   00 

Anderson,    Mr.  Montague 7  00 

Aikens,    Mrs.  W.  F 20  00 

Alexander,    Mrs.  Annie  B ^  00 

Ardagh,  Mr.  A.  G 5  00 

A  Weil-Wisher,   April  17th 2  00 

Bate,   Miss  Mary 1 8  25 

Boyd,    Lady  E 20  00 

B. ,  Miss 3  00 

Bethune,  Mrs 4  00 

Bloor  St.  Baptist  Church  Mission  Circle 15  00 

Baker,  Mrs.  J.  J 3  00 

Black,  Miss  Louisa   2  00 

Bengough,  Mr.  and   Mrs.  E.  J 2  00 

Bingham,  Rev.  and  Mrs.  R.  V 2  00 

Bullock,   Mrs i   00 

Bennett,  Mrs 2  00 

Belleville,  Baptist  Sunday  School 5  oo 

Baker,  Mrs.  Hall i   oo 
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Bingham,   Mrs/  R.  V,.  Bible  Class $500 

Baker,  Miss  Tilly 2  00 

Bottomley,   Mrs.  R i   00 

Baldwin,  Mrs.  E.  St.  George 20  oo- 

Bowman,  Miss  Annie i    00 

Cuthberton,   Mr.  S.  J 5  oo> 

Chapman,    Mr.  S.  H 52  oo 

' '           Mrs.   S.  H 16  00 

"           The  Misses 12  oo- 

"           Mr.   F 8  oa 

Campbell,    Prof.  P.  S 5  oo- 

Cook,    Mrs.  J.J 1   oo- 

Oaig-,  Mr.  and    Mrs.  Wm 102  oo- 

Clark,  Mrs.  A.  C i   oo- 

Cooper,  Miss  E.  B i   00 

Clark,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Thos jo  00 

Cameron  Lake  Sunday  School 22  40 

Curtis,   Miss  Mary ....'. i   00 

Courtney,    Mrs i   00 

Cross,    Mrs.  Wm 2  00 

Chisholm,    Mrs.  D    J  oo- 

Chase,   Mrs   10  00 

Christie  St.  Baptist  Mission  Circle 5  00 

Cook,  Mrs.  Christopher 10  00 

Clarkson,  Dr.  P.  E 5  00 

Colbeck,    Mrs i   oo- 

Children's  Aid  Society,  Brantford. . .    ....  10  oo- 

Cockshut,  Mr.  W.  F 5  00 

Dancy,  Mrs.  A.  H 5  oa 

Dalton,    Mrs 2  00 

Diaz-Albertina,  Mdme 19   '5 

Douglas,  Mrs.  E.  W 2  00 

Dempsey,  Mrs.  W.  C 1   00- 

Davies,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  P'red 20  00 

Dowie,  Mrs.  A   i  00- 

Dinnick,   Mr.  A.  S 5  oo- 

Danforth  Ave.  Baptist  Mission  Circle 5  25 

Duncan,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Thos 3  00 
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Edwards,  Mrs.  D 

Elliot,  Mrs.  Wm 

Elliot,  Mrs.  Robt 

Ellis,  Dr.  W.  A 

Ellis,  Master  Brook 

Earlscourt  Baptist  S.  S 

Elliott,  Mrs.  W.  H.,  Bible  Class 

Friend  at  Annual  meeting- 

Friend,  Miss  B 

Friend  in  Owen  Sound .    

Firstbrook,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  John 

Friend ...    

Friend,   May  5th 

Friend,  July 

Friend,  through    Mrs.  Garrett 

Friend,   Aug.  24th 

Friend,  Aug.  3 1  st 

Eraser,  Miss .  , 

Friend,   Sept.  22nd 

Friend,  through    Mrs.  W.  B.  McLean 

Friend  on  Gordon  St 

Friends  in  Belleville,  through  Miss  Huff 

Freeland,    Mrs.  M 

Fleming,  Mrs.  J.  A 

Friend,  through  Mr.  Bingham 

Fenton,  Mrs.  W 

Ferguson,    Mrs.  T 

Friend,  (Christmas).  .  .    

Friend  in  St.  Catharines 

Friends,  Swansea  Baptist  Church 

Friend  at  Chester,  Feb.  26th 

Friend,  Feb.  26th 

Friend,  March  loth ... 

Friend  in  Swansea 

Friend  in  Mrs.  Bingham's  Bible  Class 

Friend   in  Snelgrove 

Friends,  through  Miss  Brooking 50  oo- 
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Girls  in  the  Home $  1 4  50 

Girls  who  have  left  the  Home 26  00 

Gartshore,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.J 10  00 

G.J.M 500 

Greey,  Mr.  J.  G 100  co 

Greey,  Mrs.  J.  G 25  00 

Greey,  Messrs.  Wm.  and  J.  G : 25  00 

Greey,    Messrs.  Wm.  and  J.  G.  Employees 43  75 

Garrett,   Miss  Lizzie 2  00 

Gunderson,  Mr.  A.  E i   00 

Gibson,    Mrs.  R.  E   10  00 

Gzowski,  Mr.  C.  S 50  00 

Garside,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Wm 10  00 

Gibson,  Mrs.  Jesse;  Bible  Class 10  00 

*'  G.H.  " 5  00 

Gibson,  Mrs.  A.  J 2  00 

Horner,  Mrs.  Frederick 25  00 

Hatcher,  Mrs.  Amy i  o  00 

Heneage,    Mrs 10  00 

Harvey,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  R 195  00 

H.  and  T.  B 

Hooper,  Dr.  E.    Ralph 

Hurdon,  Mrs.    F 

Hazard,  Mrs.  J.  C 

H.,  Mrs.  F.  M 

Humphreys,    Rev.  and  Mrs.  H.  P 

Harris,   M  rs.  Elmore 25  00 

Hooper,  Dr.  E   

Hardy,  Dr.  E.  A.,  Bible  Class 

Holmes,  Mrs.    G.  W 

Henberson,  Dr.  R.  H 

Harrup,   Mrs.  E 

Higgins,  Miss  M.  L ... 

Home  Department,    Bloor  St,  Baptist  S.  S 15  00 

Hopkins,  Miss  L 5  00 

Innis,  Mr.  and  Mrs 2  00 
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Jones,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ernest $8  oo 

Jones,  Miss  Nellie   lo  oo 

J.    M.   N 2  oo 

Jackes,  Miss,  (  Merritville  ) lo  oa 

Jarvis  St.  Baptist  Church  Y.M.B.C lo  oa 

Jones,  Miss  E 2  50 

Johnson,  the  late  Mr.  R.  A 4  00 

"rJ-   H.   F.  " 5  oa 

Jeffery,  Mrs.  Wm i   00 

Jackson,   Mrs.  Alecia i   oa 

Kennedy,}  Mrs.  Thos 5  oa 

K.  A.  H.,  June  5th    2  oo 

Kirkpatrick,   Mr.  E.  A $00 

Kilgour,  Mr'  and  Mrs.  R 10  oa 

Kent,  Mrs.  Benjamin 5  oa 

Kempton,  Mrs.  P.  M 10  oa 

King^,  Mr.  W.  A 1 30  oa 

Leaver,    Mrs.  A.  M 5  oa 

Lloyd,  Miss  Lizzie 2  oo 

Leonard,  Mrs.  E.  L 5  oa 

Lugsdin,   Mrs.  Geo .• 2  oa 

Lavid,  Mrs.  J.  H 7  00 

Lauglois,  Mrs.  Herbert 40  oa 

Lowndes,    Mrs.  G.  M 10  oa 

Lindsay,  Mrs.  W.  L i   oa 

Love,   Mrs.  E 5  oa 

Lugsdin,  Mrs.   A i   oo 

Laaflmme,   Mr.  and  Mrs.  H.  F 5  oa 

Lowat,  Mr.  Robt 50 

Loomis,  Mrs.  E 1   00 

Morris,  Mr.  A.  C 1 3  00 

McAlpine,  Mrs.  M 3  oa 

Moffait,  Mr.  F.  M 75  00 

McLean,  Mrs.  N.  B 15  oo 

Morrison,  Mr.  J i   00 

Marshall,   Miss  H 5  00 

Matthews,  Mrs.,  Earlscourt 3  50 

55 


* 'Memory  of  Mrs.  M.  C.  Alward  " |io  oo 

Merritt,  Misses  P.  and  S 5  oo 

Martin,  Mrs.  Marion  C 5  oo 

Mitchell,  Mr.  T.  B ,0  00 

Murray,  Mrs.  T.  W, 10  00 

Moir,  Mr.  Wm i   00 

Mackenzie,  Mr.  Geo.  A , 1  o  00 

MacNeill,  Mrs.  Harry 


00 


*'M.  H." 5  00 

Men's  Advance  Club 5  00 

Mathison,  Mrs.  Robt 5  00 

Morg-an,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  W.  1 5  00 

*'  Member  of  Jarvis  St.  Church" 5  00 

Metropolitan  Girl's  Club 5  00 

McQuarrie,  Miss  N 1   00 

Mosey,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Fred ^  S  00 

MacNeill,   Dr.  Mary 2  00 

McNichol,   Rev.  and  Mrs.  John 5  00 

Missionary  Tabernacle 'o  50 

Nasmith,  Mrs i   00 

Neelands,  Mrs.  Annie 10  00 

Northcott,  Miss  S i   00 

Olive,  Mr.  A.  G 10  o j 

O'Neill,  Miss  Mona  M 5  00 

Olivet  Baptist  Church 6  00 

Parks,  Mr.  W.  E 2  00 

P.,  Miss.,  July  nth 5  00 

■**  Philos  " 4  00 

Proctor,  Miss  Lillian .  .  .  , 2  00 

Pattison,  Mrs.  Emily  A 5  00 

Robertson,  Miss  J.  M    1   00 

Robertson,  Mrs.  F.  C 5  00 

Ryrie,  Mrs.  Harry   10  00 

Robertson,  Miss,  Bible  Class,  Indian  Rd.  Bap.   Church.  5   150 

Ransom,  Mrs.  W 4  00 

Sedjewich,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  D 23  00 

*'  S  and  P"  .    5  00 

46 


Spurr,  Mrs $  3  oo 

Spurr,  Miss  ly.  S    2  00 

Sanderson,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  W.  J 10  00 

Stutchbury,  Mrs.  Emily 5  00 

Smith,  Mrs.  John 95 

Stone,  Mrs.  Daniel ....  1 3  00 

Semper,  Mr;  and  Mrs.  John i   00 

Stone,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  E 20  00 

Smith,  Miss  Erie 10  00 

Sinclair,  Mrs.  R.  E 6  00 

Stark,  Mrs    H.  L 10  co 

Scott,  Mrs.  William    5  00 

Smith,  Mrs.,  Clinton  St i   00 

"Sister  in  the  Lord  "  Nov.  22nd 3  00 

Schofield,  Mr.  J.  W 5  00 

*'  Sunday  Egg"  Fund  " 2  00 

Stratford  McLauren  M.  Band , 2  00 

Strathy,  Mrs.  H.  H    10  00 

Servo  Club,  College  St.  Baptist  Church. , 10  00 

Schofield,  Miss,  S.  S.  Class 2  00 

Stayner,  Mis.  H.  R 50  00 

Stevenson,  Mrs.  S.  C 10  00 

Silcox,  Mrs.  E.  D 2  00 

Sinyat,  Mrs. ,  Edmonton 5  00 

Schmidt,  Mrs.  W.  J 5  00 

Struthers,  Mrs.  R.  G 3  00 

Tulloch,  Miss  A 2  50 

Treharne,  Miss  L i   00 

Trewin,  Mr i   00 

Townsend,  Mrs.  Geo i   00 

Tvveedle,  Mr.,  Jamaica  Girls'  Bible  Class 5  00 

Travis,  Mrs.  R.  P i   00 

Tweedale,  Mrs.  T.  B.  S    5  00 

*'  Twenty  Club  " 5  00 

Turnbull,  Mrs.  L 5  00 

Tracy,  Prof.  F 5  00 

Thurston,  Mr.  G i   00 

47 


Unknown  Friend,  May  3rd $  5 

Unknown  Friend 2  00 

Unknown  Friend,  May  24th i   ca 

Unknown  Friend,  Calgary 5  00 

Unknown  Friend,  July  15th 5  00 

Unknown  Friend,  Nov.  15th 2  00 

Unknown  Friend,  March  ist 5  00 

Unknown  Friend,  March  6th ,  .  2  00 

Vine,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  A 7  00 

Walker,  Mrs.  Marion  H :  .  . 5  00 

Waller,  Miss  L.  A.  M 2  00 

"Well-Wisher" ro  00 

"  Widow's  Mite  " 5  00 

Wanless,  Mrs.  E.  G 6  00 

Wilkinson,  Mrs.  Isabel 3  00 

Wayne,  Mrs 2  00 

Wistren,  Miss  Ina 25  00 

Wallace,  Rev.  Robt 5  00 

Webster,  Mrs.  Geo 3  00 

Wolverton,  Mrs,  A 2  00 

Wood,  Mrs .  2  00 

Wildman,  Mrs.,  Bible  Class 5  00 

Willett,  Mrs.  Andrew 10  00 

Ward,  Miss  Issa 5  00 

Young-,  Rev.  and  Mrs.  E.  R i  00 

Contribute&  to  BuilMng  3run& 

Austin,  Mr.  A.  W 5  00 

Anderson,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  O 25  00 

Boswell,  Mrs.  M 10  00 

Burke,  Mr.  Edmund 5  00 

"  Christmas  Box  " 50  00 

Davies,  Mrs.  Emily 50  00 

Lailey,   Mr.   W.  H 10  00 

Popplewell,  Mrs.  Eleanor 50  00 

Ry rie,  Mr.  James 1 5  00 

Robertson,  Mr.  J.  Ross ^ 10  00 

Scott,  Mr.  J.  G T 25  00 

Unknown  Friend i   00 

Wolverton,   Dr.  N 50  00 
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